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It took what seemed like days for Little Mr. Hammett to become the most sought after guitarist in Bay Area 
Thrash Metal history. Almost overnight he was recognized for his talent, but nearly just as quick and 
overwhelming was the sudden attention he got from women, and, inevitably, a few men. He was truly perfect in 
the eyes of the San Francisco thrash bands, especially those on the up-and-coming stage of their careers. He 
shredded, he wailed and he wrote brilliant riffs with what seemed like no effort at all. His hair was long, wild 
and curly, his smile was immaculately crooked and he could barely stand for longer than a minute without 
rocking on his heels. He was a kid teeming with ideas and he was thrilled to know that so many developing 
bands wanted his ideas in their repertoire. He still lived with his mom, he still worked his shitty part-time job 
and he still collected comic books. Hell, he had barely been out of high school about six months when bands 
started asking for him to audition And he auditioned for a few, nothing he would commit to had arisen but his 


hopes were still sky high. 

Dave Mustaine quickly caught word of the new little prodigy in San Fran. He'd been in those shoes before; 
taking call after call from bands around the city needing a lead guitarist. That was years ago, though. He found 
his home in David Ellefson, not only for his mutual interest in hard and heavy metal but for his striking charm 
as well. Dave had a habit of coming up on nerdy, awkward musicians in need of a good kick in the ass to get 
themselves up and running. He saw Kirk in the same light he saw David. 

"You haven't seen him, though, right?" David asked, flipping through the newspaper to find the local events. 
Dave sat with his legs crossed over the coffee table and his hands in the pockets of his sweatshirt. 


"No. 


"He kinda floats between two bands. He plays with James and Lars sometimes, | think. He's been playing at 
Moonlight with uh.what are those guys? | forget their name, it's uh..oh! Gary's band. What are they called?" 


"Exodus." Dave mumbled, into his jacket. He didn't look up at David or his newspaper, he was too busy thinking. 
"Yeah, them. I'm kinda surprised they still get traffic. | didn't think people were really into that stuff anymore." 


"What stuff?" 


"You know, like, thrashy stuff. Everything's kinda turned around. If you're not playing super heavy shit you're 
not playin’ anything, y'know?" 


"Mm." 
Dave furrowed his eyebrows at the coffee table and thought for a moment. 
"You think we should go see them?" 


David finally lowered the newspaper from his face. He had his honey blonde hair in a low ponytail, and his thick, 
round glasses resting at the end of his nose. "I didn't think you'd want to." 


"Why not?" Dave said, barely moving his mouth. "lve never seen him play. | wanna see what all the fuckin’ fuss 
is about." 


"They're playing next Tuesday, if you really wanna go. It's eight bucks to get in” 


"| guess we'll see if he's worth the eight bucks." 


Next Tuesday came around. 
"You think he plays better than you do?" 


Dave would be lying if he said he wasn't excited to see Kirk He'd heard so much about him-he's so cute and 
small and it's a damn mystery how he gets those little hands to do anything at all-so he had such high 
expectations. His high regard may have been out of jealousy, as to David, they felt the smallest bit facetious, 
but at least he had gotten him out of the house. 


The bar was packed, mostly with other local bands and women in leather pants. There wasn't a sober person 
under that roof and Dave definitely wasn't going to be the one to break that chain. He wasn't even quite sure 
he was allowed in the Moonlight Lounge after the last time he and Megadeth played there, but he was under 
the radar enough to slip past security. At least, as under the radar he could be, with thick, fiery golden hair 
down to the middle of his back. 


A few bands played then, a couple that Dave knew pretty well and a couple that he'd never seen before. He 
would have made some snide comment about their performances or lack thereof but he was distracted. David 
was outspoken and outgoing enough to drift away from Dave gradually, so by the time Exodus started setting 
up their own equipment he was five shots of Johnnie Walker deep and chatting up Lars Ulrich at the bar. Dave 
called out hopeless ‘Junior?'s a few times but gave up, and was left alone by the sound guy near the back. He 
was watching the stage like a hawk and he wasn't quite sure where Kirk was. He hadn't come out to set up 


yet. 
"You heard these guys?" 


"Huh?" Dave swung around to see the sound guy speaking at him, more than to him. He figured he must have 


looked lost by himself. 


"Exodus, you heard ‘em? They're pretty sick, they put on a good show." He said, a bit too chummy for Dave's 
taste, while plugging something in. "Their guitarist is fuckin’ something else, man" 


Dave muttered something passive aggressive under his breath before responding, just to keep himself sane. 
"So I've heard" Dave crossed his arms and held his beer with a tight grip. 

"That one." The sound guy said, holding up a bundle of wires to point out Kirk. 

And god, was Dave pleased, because he was absolutely, positively stunning. 

He wandered out onstage with a sleeveless Samhain shirt, three or four steel necklaces and jeans so tight they 


looked painted on. His Chucks seemed to have a bit of a platform but they didn't do much, especially standing 
next to the Exodus guys. He couldn't have been taller than 5'6". He couldn't have been much older than 2I. And 


he couldn't have had a more gorgeous complexion Perfect dulce de leche skin with big, round brown eyes. 
"| think he's like Filipino or something," 


The sound guy finally turned his attention fully away and started communicating across the floor with the 
guys onstage. 


Dave took a long, desperate series of gulps from his beer and watched. 

Kirk threw his guitar strap over his shoulder, which was attached to a Fender so big it made Kirk look even 
more fragile. He stepped up to the stage left microphone, and mumbled just about the cutest collection of 
syllables Dave had ever heard. "Can we bring this up a little more?" He asked the sound guy, and strummed 


loosely at his guitar a couple times. 


Dave was in no place to be nit-picky but he couldn't help but notice what looked like scotch tape around his 
right hand, and the way he held his pick. It was just.weird, to Dave. Different. Very childlike. 


"Dave!" 
Finally, Dave's concentration was shattered and he was able to think rationally again. David was coming back to 
him with two shots in his hands, weaving through guys in vests and bullet belts. "You see all these fuckin’ 


people in here?" 


He handed a shot over to Dave but he wagged his beer in the air and denied it. So David crushed both at once 


and winced. 
"How many of those have you had, Junior?" 
"Uhh. lost count. They're like fuckin’ two bucks today, | already handed him a twenty. Anyway. |, uh-.." 


He rubbed the bridge of his nose with his index finger and his thumb and thought for a second. "I forgot what 


| was gonna say." 
"Maybe you should go finish off your prepayment and start a pit. Get this place moving.’ 


Dave finished off his beer and chucked it into the trash can with a thud. He never looked at Junior for longer 


than a few seconds, his mind was elsewhere. 
"Good idea" 
"Just don't puke." 


David shrugged, giggling, and started back toward the bar. 


"Check, stage left" 


Dave was getting suspicious. It didn't matter how good he was anymore. That clearly wasn't why he'd been 


cycling through bands so quickly and so often. There had to be something else. 


Kirk gave a thumbs up and a smile to the sound guy. His teeth were crooked and adorable and god, Dave didn't 


even know how to process where his mind was going. 
He excused himself to the bar and sat with one leg crossed over the other, relaxing his elbows back against 
the counter. He knew Paul and Gary pretty well, so he figured they'd be pretty happy to see him back there, 


even with his inconspicuous red flannel and ripped jeans. 


Dave watched, a cigarette loosely hanging from his lower lip, as Kirk ripped out a wailing opening riff. Sure, that 
was fine and good, but what about the solo? 


Pssh, anyone can do that, | don't see what the fuckin’ fuss is about. 

His solo was immaculate. Dave scoffed, truthfully in disbelief, but outwardly in disinterest. 

Anyone can do that. It's just a solo. 

Dave continued the same outlook for the entirety of the set. He went through cigarette after cigarette and 
beer after beer, but still there was an edge that he couldn't do away with. There was something undeniably 
attractive about the kid, he had a passion and deep understanding for what he was doing, and it was 
overwhelming. 


He knew why. He understood. He just didn't want to admit it. To himself or to Junior. Especially not him. 


He was, however, finally buzzed enough to approach Kirk. He just needed their set to end first. 


"Did you see that fuckin’ pit? Did you see that shit? | think somebody took my fuckin’ wallet," 
"Mm? Oh, no. | didn't see it.” 
"How? The whole fuckin’ floor was moving. Were you even-" 


David stopped, caught his breath and followed Dave's eyes. He was fixated on Kirk, who was wiping his face 
with a towel and shaking his hair free of the sweat it had gathered. 


"Ah, | see, | get it" 

"What?" 

"Nothing, nothing.” 

David smirked. 

"What?" Dave persisted, growing more and more frustrated. 


"Nothing. | just understand why you wanted to come so bad" 


"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" He muttered. His fourth cigarette reached the butt so he flicked it 
to the ground. 


"You gonna go talk to him?" David wondered, still tailed up in a smirk He knew that look well enough to know 
what Dave was thinking, even if Dave didn't know yet. 


"Well, l'm gonna go talk to Gary. He's welcome to chime in if he wants." Dave pat Junior on the shoulder and 


squeezed past him, before he lost sight of Kirk. "See you at home." 


"| doubt that." Junior snickered. 


Kirk was peeling his shirt off of his back when he heard Gary call him back inside. He was there with a tall 


square jawed man, with the prettiest head of ginger waves he had ever seen 
"There's somebody | want you to meet" 


Kirk held out his soft little hand and it nearly drowned under the sheer size of the ginger man's paw. His 


knuckles were dusted with light freckles, and his veins were wild and rampant all the way up to his sleeve. 
"Kirk, this is Dave, Dave, Kirk," Gary said, patting them both on the shoulder as they shook hands. 


Their eye contact was piercing. Kirk was wide eyed, somewhat entranced by Dave's warm hazel stare. He had 


sharp features, a straight nose and a strong smirk, but his eyes were soft. 


Before Kirk's jaw dropped, thankfully, Gary planted his hands on both his and Dave's shoulders. 


"You guys want something to drink?" 

Their hands slipped off one another. 

‘lm good, thank you." Dave said, holding up that huge hand again. Kirk noticed he was slouching a bit, with his 
other hand in his pocket. Probably because he was nearly a whole head taller than him. Kirk shook his head, 
and his curls shook too. "I'm alright." 

Suddenly he was alone with Dave and had no guarantee that Gary would be back any time soon. 

"D-Dave, | think I've heard your name float around here. You're in Megadeth, right?" 


"Mm. Who's talking about me?" 


Kirk's heart started to flutter. Dave was intimidating as all hell, and no one was around to diffuse their 


conversation. 
"Oh, | dunno, like, uh, y'know, everybody who works here?" 
"They tell you somethin’ bad, or what?" 


Dave smirked, this time, with teeth. He planted a cigarette between his full lips, that, Kirk had just noticed 


were so full. 

Upon watching him light up his cigarette, Kirk remembered he had been asked a question 
| mean, uh, they said you weren't supposed to be here but | quess-.." 

Dave leaned his head back, and looked down at Kirk, blowing smoke out of his nose. 

"They let it slide for tonight" 


"Thank god," he said, blowing the rest of the smoke out from the side of his mouth. "I wouldn't have been able 


to see you otherwise." 

Kirk giggled, a little bit nervous and a little bit awkward. Dave drank it in, like watching him at a loss for words 
was more intoxicating than any of the substances he'd allowed into his body the entire night. "Thank you, 
really." 


"There anywhere you're supposed to be tonight?" 


Dave leaned against the wall and took another drag. 


"Mm-well, | think Paul's having a party at the uh..the.fuck, what's it called? Whatever the hotel is on Seventh. 


I'm sure you can come if you wanna, | just needa’ ask him his room number again" 
How perfect, Dave thought. It couldn't be easier. 


Things came to a screeching halt when Dave scanned Kirk again. He was rocking on his heels, his hands behind 


his back. Shirtless, sweaty, smiling expectantly. 
"| can give you a ride, if you want." 


He said something like "okay" or "sure", he didn't know what, exactly. But he knew whatever he said meant 
"yes", so he told him to meet him at his truck in five minutes. It was all it took. 


Dave passed by Junior again on his way out the door. 

"| probably won't see you at home." 

"You'll see me at the party, though, right?" He slurred, leaning on James Hetfield. He usually ended up with 
Metallica near the end of concerts because there was little David liked to do more than party, and he knew 


wherever Metallica was, there'd probably be a party. James had probably offered to give him a ride, at least 
he hoped he did, because Dave was gonna be occupied. 


"Maybe." 
"Maybe? | heard you talkin’ to whatshisface over there, said you were gonna be there." 


He was so fucked up he couldn't even blink both eyes at the same time, so he was sure there was no way 
he'd remember anything whatsoever from the night. 


"Just don't wait up for me, alright? Easy on the piss, Junior. And you," Dave motioned toward James. "Make 
sure he doesn’t do anything stupid” 


James chuckled, clearly out of it but not quite on David's level, and nodded. 
"Yeah. We got him." 


Dave shook David by the shoulder and spun his keyring around his finger. 


Kirk was waiting against Dave's truck with his shirt and jacket back on and his legs crossed, one over the 


other. His hair had become frizzier throughout the night, and it framed his soft edged face elegantly. 

"You know which hotel I'm talking about right?" 

"Mmm." 

"| got the room number too." 

That's great, but we won't be needing it for a while. 

Upon climbing up inside Dave's truck, he was hit with warm air, heavy with the scent of cigarettes and air 
freshener trees. It was littered with guitar picks and crumpled up notebook paper, an all-too familiar sight for 
someone who also traveled venue to venue with nothing more storage-wise than the cab of his car. He also 
took notice, as he clicked in his seatbelt, of a string of unopened condoms, tucked away between the seat and 
the console. He took a shaky breath, a little giddy, regardless of how outlandish his thought of ‘wish that was 
for me’ seemed in his head. 

God, Dave was hot. 

"Thanks for the ride, by the way." Kirk said, more of a mouse squeak than an actual ‘thank you' spoken in the 
English language. He was testing his waters, seeing how cutesy he could get, seeing how many of Dave's 


buttons he could press before he was either violently shoved away or something entirely different. 


“Course.” 


As Dave drove away, he decided to push it a bit further. Just a little bit, he didnt want to get ahead of 
himself. He propped his feet up on the dash, crossing one leg over the other. Dave shuddered. He knew what 
that meant. Kirk was reciprocating, albeit in a microscopic way. Now it was only a matter of teasing him until 
he snapped. 

"You always prop your feet up when you're nervous?" 

"N-.nervous? I'm not nervous. l'm just excited" 

“Bout what?" 

Kirk hummed and hid his smirk by looking out the window to his right. 


"Mmm, just the party.” 


Kirk's little feet tapped against the console within his dirty hi-tops. 


"Oh yeah? That all?" 


"Mmmm. dunno," he mumbled. He couldn't help but suck on his lower lip, perhaps out of nervousness, or 


excitement. The latter seemed more realistic. 

Fuck. He was just too cute. No wonder everybody had been fighting over him. A merciful red light allowed Dave 
to study Kirk, brake lights of the car in front of him illuminating him in magenta red, successfully hiding his 
hot pink blush. He nibbled on his thumbnail like a playboy bunny, clearly aware of how sweet he looked, but 
playing as dumb as he could. 

Dave wasn't much into subtlety, though. 

"No wonder every guy around here fights over you." 


"Wh-.what do you mean?" 


"I knew it couldn't have just been your skills. Everybody's got skills. | couldn't figure out what in the hell made 


you so special.” 

"No?" 

"Mmm, but | have you figured out now.’ 

"| dunno what you're talkin’ about," he said, smiling into his lap. 

"You ever give them what they want? Or are you just as difficult with them as you are with me?" 


There was a moment of itchy silence, above the quiet tinniness of the radio. The hotel wasn't far. He just 
needed to play the remainder of his car-trip cards right before getting him alone. 


"Depends" 
ia 

God, it felt good to be right. 

"How they treat me," he started, slithering his soft, tan little hand over Dave's, on the stick shift. Dave felt a 
jolt throughout his entire body, from his freckled knuckles to his toes. "They all think Im some fragile little 


bitch. You don't think so, right?" 


"Don't make me think so." 


Kirk knew he wasn't gonna show up at that party the second he saw Dave. Dave was naturally violent and loud, 
exactly the type of person that would give Kirk what he actually wanted, being hurt. Choked, slapped, broken, 
abused. Most guys that came to him came with nothing more than a need to be sucked off and that just 
wasn't what he wanted. James and Lars kept him around for just that; a quick blowjob in the back of the 
venue. Thankfully none of the Exodus guys cared for him like that, but they also didn't care much beyond it, 
either. 


He'd seen how Dave was with Junior. He might not have known them very well but he'd heard the stories. He 
knew Dave and David had been kicked out of the Moonlight for shooting up backstage. He'd seen them at 
parties a couple times, all over one another. He knew they lived together and he could only imagine how wild 
they were when no one was around to see them. He'd heard so much shit about Dave and how violent he was 
and everything that should have terrified him excited him to no end. 

That's why it felt so good to be shoved up against the hotel room door hard enough to see stars. Kirk 
grabbed at Dave's shirt to pull him closer but Dave pushed away, with one accusatory finger jabbing into the 
middle of his chest. 

"If you wanna be hurt so bad I'll needa lay down some rules, got that?" 

Kirk nodded, his mouth half-parted in shock. 

"One, don't kiss me." 

Kirk swallowed the lump in his throat and stayed as flat as he could against the door. 

He heard some of their buddies walking through the hallway. 

"Understood?" 

He nodded. 

"Tell me you understand, baby." 

Kirk's knees almost buckled with how violently his body responded to that little remark. It shouldn't feel like 
much; a lot of guys called him Baby. But Dave said it with a little more roughness and a little less sweetness. 
He chewed on his lower lip. 

"| understand." 


"Good" Dave started to walk towards the kitchen of the hotel room, and motioned for Kirk to follow. 


"Two, don't use my name, unless you want me to stop. You find another way to address me. Got that?" 


"Y-yes." 

"Good. | got one more rule." 

Suddenly Kirk was being tugged hard and abrupt by his wrist until he was chest to chest with Dave. His eyes 
were wide and his heart hammered, but Dave looked so steely, and immovable. Stubbly, sharp jaw. Evil gold 


eyes. 


He could kiss him. God, he wanted to. But he knew better than to break a rule like that. It clearly wasn't 
something that was in place to be broken for a quick, kinky punishment. It was something deeper than that. 


"I hurt you too bad, tap me three times. And I'll stop." 
He hissed the ‘s's against Kirk's neck, just because his low whisper allowed him to. 


Dave raised his free hand and rested it on Kirk's chest, which rose and fell quickly and shallowly. "One, two, 


three." He said, tapping with all his fingers, slowly. 

"And I'll stop." 

Kirk caught himself nodding before stammering out a timid, whispered, "Yes sir." 

The satisfied groan that followed was Dave's hum of appreciation. 

"You're a quick learner. | like that" 

A crooked toothed, childlike smile. 

| see why most people wouldn't lay a finger on you," Dave said, a certain darkness in his voice that made 
Kirk's blood run cold. It was fantastic. He dragged his long fingers up the length of Kirk's torso and loosely 
wrapped them around Kirk's throat. The hummed moan he got in response was absolutely delicious; sugary, like 
syrup. "You're so precious. S'a good thing that, mmm." 

The grip got tighter and Kirk gasped. 

"l'm not most people." 


Oh fuck. 


Dave got closer, so close that the sharp stubble on his chin grazed Kirk's jaw. He shuddered with each breath, 
and although Dave's grip on his throat was alarming it was oddly comforting. 


"You wanna do Daddy a favor, baby?" 
Holy fucking shit. 


Kirk nearly lost his balance. He nearly hit the floor with how good that word felt, purred against his neck. He 
grabbed tight onto Dave's shirt, shaky handed, and nodded. If he wasn't hard before he was then, and it took 
nearly everything out of him not to rub his groin against Dave's thigh, which was conveniently, or rather, 
expectantly, placed between his legs. He was obedient, and Dave hadn't given him any permission to give his 


cock attention 

"What's that, baby? | can't hear you." 

"Y-yes, yes sir." 

"Strip down to your panties and climb onto that bed over there. Got it?" 

"Yes.Daddy,”" 

He felt Dave smirk against his neck There were goosebumps over nearly every inch of his body. 
"Good boy" 

He pat Kirk's chest to dismiss him and he slid out of Dave's grip, nearly tripping over his shoes. 


Kirk's behavior reminded him of how Junior had been, once upon a time. Before he found his overt confidence 
and love of attention from any and everyone. Back when he was just a needy kid that wanted someone to take 
care of him. He wasn't like that anymore. He didn't need Dave anymore. Sure, he was still his best friend, 
maybe the love of his life depending on the day, but Dave was sick and tired of having nobody while Junior was 
out somewhere with god knows who doing god knows what. They weren't together, they never really had been. 
But Dave loved reliability. And as he peeked over and saw Kirk's flawless, caramel colored back flex and 
contract as he pulled his shirt over his head, he knew he had found it. Reliability. Someone to take care of and 
torture, all met with the same lovey-dovey puppy dog eyes. Someone to play with, someone who enjoyed being 


played with. 
In fact, he didn't even remember the last time David had called him Daddy. He missed it. 


"Look at that perfect skin," Dave mumbled, sneaking up behind Kirk as he shimmied out of his skinny jeans. His 
fingers were like feathers on his sides, exciting his skin back into gooseflesh. 


He felt Dave press his cock against his ass and he was bent over, and as he slowly stood back up straight, 
Dave pushed him down again. His hands landed on the bed in front of him, and Kirk was so giddy he could 


barely keep up his innocent act. 


Dave was hard as a rock, and Kirk wanted to push his ass back against him but instead prompted with a more 


clueless act, allowing his back to arch. 

"You need Daddy's help gettin’ undressed, baby?" 

"Yes sir," he mumbled, his voice rounded at the edges, childlike, helpless. Dave's cock twitched in his pants. 
There was a frozen moment, and then suddenly Kirk was weightless. He gasped as he felt himself being lifted 
off the ground and pushed onto his back on the bed. His pants were still around his ankles, and it gave Dave 
the idea to bind him next time. 

He could say with a certain level of confidence that there would be a next time, if Kirk's pleased giggle was any 
indication. Dave tugged the tight jeans away, tossed them somewhere on the floor, and admired his little 
guitarist before him. He was left in nothing but his little red briefs and his socks. 

Another idea. Get Kirk panties and stockings. 


Thigh highs. 


Dave trailed his fingers back up Kirk's thigh, and held his hair out of his face to make sure he saw every 
gasp, every goosebump, every half-hidden giddy smile. 


Dave had the most beautiful hair Kirk had ever seen. It was gorgeous, golden, like his eyes and his skin, and the 
freckles that speckled his sharp, stony face. 


"You know how they all look at you, don't you?" 
"Mm-mm." Kirk shook his head. 
"They look at you like they wanna use you and toss you aside. Have you ever let ‘em do that, baby?" 


Kirk watched Dave speak. Although his mouth barely moved, there was a bit of softness in his eyes. Still in his 


act but more transparent than before. 

Kirk paused for a moment, nibbling on his thumb. Then he nodded. 
"And you don't like that, do you baby?" 

He shook his head. His long, kinky brown curls shook with him. 


"Well," Dave's nails trailed up Kirk's thigh, softly, and then dragged heavily back down. Kirk groaned and melted 
into the slight pain. "I don't think you gotta worry about that anymore." 


"How come?" 


"How come?" Dave reiterated, slipping his fingers underneath the waistband of Kirk's briefs. He almost tried to 
pry his hands away, but the little bit of friction distracted him, and suddenly his cock was springing free. 
"Because Daddy'll kick the shit out of anyone who even looks at you a little too long.” 


Kirk's response was a whispered, broken, "Oh, fuck!" 


He slipped those briefs around Kirk's socks and off his feet, tossed them in the same place as his jeans. The 
socks stayed on through Dave shoving his fingers in Kirk's mouth to slick them up, and through Dave's burning 
eye contact as he wiped the saliva over his cock, out the hole in his boxers and his unzipped jeans. The fact 
that Dave trusted Kirk to be clean (which he was) was almost orgasmically flattering. He knew he'd been with 
other guys, guys that Dave knew, but he'd never fucked any of them unprotected. Not until now, at least. Kirk 
didn't care if Dave didn't. 


He liked being treated like he mattered, even if he expected to be physically mangled. 


"Bite your knuckles, baby," Dave had warned, while slipping his flannel off his shoulders. Kirk did as he was told 
and shut his eyes tight. 


"No, no. Look at me." 

Kirk opened them back up in the same instance that Dave gripped his hip and pushed himself inside. His 
eyebrows knit together and his eyes welled up with tears but he kept that eye contact like Dave wanted. He 
just couldn't keep biting his knuckles, he couldn't keep himself from gasping so hard his lungs pushed out his 
little, frail ribcage. 

"Ohh, baby...” 

Dave couldn't even hold up his act anymore. He fell forward onto Kirk's chest, buried in a mass of golden hair. 
One hand gripped Kirk's hip so hard he shook and the other slid up to cup his face. Kirk grabbed helplessly onto 
Dave's wrist. The intimate position forced Dave somehow deeper inside him, and Kirk let that be known with a 
series of impatient whimpers. 

"What do you want, baby?" Dave asked, barely holding out from destroying him right then and there. 

"L." 

He looked up at him again, Kirk was rose-colored and panting hard. 


"Tell Daddy." 


Kirk's grip shifted Dave's hand to his throat again. Dave growled under his breath and held out from choking 


him until he gave him what he wanted. 
"Fuck me," he gasped. 
That was it. 


Dave groaned something like "you don't gotta tell me twice", but Kirk could barely hear him over the sound of 
his own strangled scream. It was almost like his Adam's apple was being forced into his throat, but in the best 
way possible. The pressure in his eyes and lips was better than he could have imagined it would be, the 
panicked rate of his heart matched up with the quick and brutal thrusts Dave gave him. Though he clawed at 
Dave's wrist out of instinct, he remembered the rule; if he wanted him to stop, all he had to do was tap him 


three times. 


He wondered how that'd work had he been bound, with his hands behind his back or otherwise. The thought 


made his stomach flutter. 

Dave used Kirk's throat as leverage. His hand strained, tendons and veins pushed to the surface, and Kirk's 
beautiful lips were turning pale. So he let go, for fear of knocking him out. Instead, he hooked his arms under 
Kirk's legs and leaned against him. 

Upon being let go, Kirk sucked in a breath so hard that he arched, and the sudden angle switch up was made 
even more overwhelming. He was almost in Dave's lap, had he not been on his knees. His legs were hooked over 
Dave's arms, and the new, widespread angle gave him an even better view of Dave as he fucked him. 

His hair fell onto his shoulders, his eyes were dark and narrow, his jaw clenched and tightened with every 
thrust and every so often, he scraped his teeth along his bottom lip. Kirk could do nothing but whimper, 


knowing his prayers had been answered. 


His thrusts were maddening, his grip was bruising, and before he knew it Dave was pulling out and throwing 
Kirk onto his stomach. 


He tore at the sheets and pulled them free of their tuck as Dave yanked him by the hips until he was upright. 


He was completely at his mercy, and Dave was letting loose. He wanted Kirk to scream and beg for mercy, or 


more, like he'd outlined. 
Lift your ass up higher, slut." He barked. 
Kirk shuddered at the insult. He'd never found it so appealing to be called a slut before. 


"Yes Daddy," he purred, less as a response and more of an assurance that it was, in fact, okay to call him 


anything he wanted. Dave already knew as much, but the thought was touching. 


"You like having your little pussy fucked, baby?" 


Maybe that woke something in him, Kirk thought, because his only response was to push his ass back against 
Dave's groin in hopes of going back to being fucked mercilessly. "Yes, Daddy," he moaned, weaker and more 
pathetic each time. 


"Tell me baby," Dave began, guiding his cock back into his reddened ass again, "How's Daddy's cock compared to 


everyone else's?" 


"B-." Kirk gasped and buried his face into the sheets. Dave only grabbed a handful of curls and pulled his head 


back out, until his scalp stung. "Answer me, whore!" 

That was a mean bark, a real burst of delicious anger. Through his teeth and all. 
"Bigger!" He panted, twisting his fingers into the mattress and gritting his teeth. 
"Oh yeah? You like ‘em big baby?" 


He attempted to nod however much he could with Dave's unforgiving grip in his hair. He finally let go and 
ruffled his curls. 


"Well thats good. ‘Cuz | like ‘em tight" 


Kirk breathed out an "oh fuck" to himself that was cut short by a sharp gasp, after Dave had pulled out and 


slammed back in again. 


He'd never felt anything quite like it. He'd never found this much enjoyment in being fucked before, likely 
because no one had dug their nails into his hips or smacked his ass and thighs as they fucked him. He'd never 
before screamed, "Harder, Daddy!" no matter how much he joked about it. He'd never before had his face 
pushed into the mattress. He'd never before enjoyed being called a whore. 


And yet, with Dave it felt different. Perhaps it was because after every stinging slap to his ass he rubbed it 
better with his thumb until it went away. Or because he called him Baby in alternation with every insult. 


Kirk looked perfect splayed out before him. Dark, creamy skin flushed with red, pink handprints over his ass, 

frizzy brunette curls spilling over his shoulders onto the white sheets. His bony little hands scratching at the 
headboard and gripping the sheets. He could only see his profile, half-hidden by hair but stunning nonetheless. 
Straight nose, flared nostrils, huge beautiful eyes, plump, reddened lips. He had the habit of gritting his teeth 

or even chewing the sheets. And it worried Dave a bit, he didn't want anything to happen to those wonderful 

crooked teeth of his. But he wasn't playing that role, at least not then. Not yet. 


He didn't plan on making it last long. He just wanted to give Kirk a little bit of what he wanted and see how well 
he fared against his roughness. And that was well. 


At least, until Kirk's hand untangled from the sheets and reached behind him until he found Dave's hand on his 
hip. He lifted all four fingers and tapped, one, two, three on him. Dave had never stopped and dropped his act 
so quickly in his life. 

"What's wrong?" He panted, leaving out the ‘baby’ this time, in case he was really done. 

"'m-." he started, opening up his eyes and lifting his head off the mattress. 

"| don't want To cum yet. W-_will you flip me over, Daddy?" 

Relief flooded into his chest like a hurricane. He let out a trapped breath and said, "Of course, baby." 

He wanted to see him, and maybe, just maybe, he could kiss him. 

ltd be okay if he couldn't. But it would be nice. 

Dave's giant, calloused paws wrapped around Kirk's wrists until he lost all feeling in them, and his teeth left 
little pink craters in everything from his neck to both shoulders. Kirk's legs twined around Dave and then one 
another, making sure he'd go nowhere. Animalistic grunts, high pitched whimpers, a cocoon of hot breath and 
sweat. Kirk felt his heartbeat pick up again and his body did everything it could to escape the violent pin but it 


wasn't what he truly wanted, he wanted to be fucked so hard he saw stars as he came. 


"Daddy!" He gasped, barely even able to press his tongue to the roof of his mouth long enough to create 


words. 

"Can..can |?" 

"Oh, fuck yeah, baby. Come on" 

Dave was gone. He was drunk with power. His thrusts were no longer rhythmic, just as hard as he could make 
them, at an angle that was hard to stay in but impossible to resist. Kirk had finally been reduced to nothing 
more than a moaning, mewling mess of shredded ribbons in Dave's hands and he intended to break him until he 
was nothing. 


"Let go baby. Let it happen" He whispered, grazing his ear with his lips. 


Kirk couldn't take it. That was it. He intended to do everything he was told to and it was more than he could 


handle. He arched and screamed, not ‘Daddy’ this time, but ‘Dave', and it was far more than Dave could bear. 
Fuck it. He broke one rule, why not break another for him? 


As Kirk rode out his messy, intense orgasm, Dave ran head on into his own, a low thunderous moan ripping 


through his chest. 
He closed the tense gap between them, pressed his mouth to Kirk's with the same force that he'd slammed 
into him for one final thrust and held it. Kirk nearly collapsed under it but he got what he wanted and so much 


more. 


Dave finally let go of Kirk's wrists and grabbed his face, and Kirk used his newfound freedom to lose his 


fingers in Dave's wild, sweaty hair. 


Kissing was reserved for Junior. That's why he never did it with anyone else, but as Dave felt Kirk gasp for 


air and continue kissing him, he considered something. 


Junior was probably making out with somebody at that party, where they were supposed to be at that very 


moment. 


Kirk pulled away and pressed his forehead against Dave's, the tip of his nose against his cheek. He was out of 


breath and couldn't even dedicate the energy to opening his eyes, but Dave's were wide open. 

He looked absolutely perfect: 

Then Kirk did something even more unexpected; he threw his arms around Dave's neck and pulled him back 
onto the bed with him. They fell against one another until they were one sweaty, heaving pile of flesh and 
clothes. 

"I think | came on your shirt," Kirk panted. 

"That's what the flannel's for, right?" 

He giggled. 

"You still wanna find that party?" 

Kirk nodded, before realizing Dave was lying by his side and couldn't see him. 

"Yes please." 


"Then why don't we get you dressed and find it?" 


Kirk groaned in protest when Dave tried to sit up and pulled him back down against him. Then he crawled his 


way up until his cheek was against Dave's chest. 


"In a minute." 


"Okay baby." 


He supposed the show was worth the $8. 


